To kift'e her turiall j fliould I goe to Church, 

And not bethilSkc Sra^ 

Which touching but my gentle ycjkls iide. 

Would fcattcr all hcrfpices on theft^me,, 

F.nroabe the roaring water with my itlKes, 

And in a word, but even now worth this. 

And now worth nothing. Shall I have the thought 

To tWnkc on thU. and Ml Ilacke the 

That fuch a thin^ bcchanc d vyoald make me fad . 

But tell not me, I know nAinhonti' 

Is fadtothinkeupon his merchandize. 

Anth. Belecvc me no, I thankc my fortune tor it j, 
Vly ventures are not in one bottome trufted, 

Nor to one place ; nor is my whole eftate 
Ypon the fortune of this prefent ycare ; 

Therefore my merchandize makes me not lad. 

SaIa Why then you are in love. . A>*th, Fie, nc. 
SaI. Not in love neither r then let us fay you are lid 
Bccaufc you arc not merry ; andt were as eafic 
For you to laugh and Icape, and fay you are merry 

Becaufeyouarenotfad. Now by two-headed /4»w. 
Nature hath fram’d ftrangcfellowcs inhcrtime : 

Some that will evermore pcepc through their eyes. 

And laugh like Parrats at a Pagpiper . 

And other of fuch Vincgcr afpcft, 

That thcy’l not fticw their teeth in way ot Imilc, 
Though Nefior fwcare the j eft be laughable. 

Enter 54jf4»»V, and 

SaU. Here comes SA^*nio your moft noble kinfman, 
qrAmno,xaiLorenf$. Fare ye well. 

We leave you now with better company. 

SaUh. I would have ftaid till I had made you merry, 
If worthier friends had not prevented me. 

Antht Your worth is very dcarcin my regard. 

I take it your owne bufinefle calls on you. 

And youcmDraccth’occalion to depart. 

SaIm\ Good morrow my good Lords. 
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the (^ierchdnt ofFemce. 

Good figniors both, when fliall we laugh ? fay, when 
You 4o w exceeding ftrangc ; muft it be fo ? 

SaI. Weele make our leyfurestaattend on yours. 

Exeunt SaUfinOy and SaUnio. 
Lor. My Lord BAftnio, fincc you have found Anthoni$. 

We two will leave you, but atdinner time 
I pray you have in minde where vve muft meete. 

^ BAf I will not frileyou. 

CrA. Youlookc notvvcllfignior*<^»ri»»w. 

You have too much rcfpc<ft upon the world : 

They loofc it that doc buy it with much car^ 

Belecve me you arc mervciloufly chang’d. 

tAnt. I hold the world but as the world, GrAtAtnt, ^ 

A ftage, where every man muft play a part, 

And mine a'lad one. 

Grat. Letme playthcfoolc, 

With mirth and laughter let old wrinckes come. 

And let my liver rather hcarc with wine 
Then my heart coole with mortifying greanes. 

Why (hould a man whofe blood is warmc within. 

Sit like his Crandfirc, cut in Alablaftcr : 

Slcepc when he wakes ? and creepe into thclaundics 
By being peevifli J I tel I thee what lyimhonio, 

I love thee, and tis my love that fpeakes ; 

There are a fort of men whofe vifages 
Doc creamc and mantle like a ftanaing Pond, 

And doe a wilfull ftiincfle entertaine. 

With purpofc to be dreft in an opinion 
Ofvvildome, gravitic, profound conceit. 

As who fliould lay, I am fir Oracle, 

And when I opc my lips, let no doggebarke. 

O my Anthonie I doe know of thele 
That therefore oncly arc reputed wife 
For faying nothing ; when I am very lure 
If they Ihould fpeake, would almoft dant thole cares, 

Which hcariiig them would call their brothers foolcs, 
lie tell thee more of this another time. 

Butfilh not with this melancholy baite 


